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HERE IS YOURR CONTEST, I LITTLIT MOTHERS. -
— T Mot ;
s : i A ) . *lior - Contanse, )
Mx» Dear Girls and lioys: t Come right In, Mrs. Brown!" geni- . i
I hate to tnke oven thoe tinlest snru‘af nlly. invited young Ml‘lm Smith. “Why, PR
off this beautiful contest; 1 will only ﬁl?:n\:'? brought all seaven of your chil- = ¢
tell you that it Is a perfectly wonderful | en!
3 : 1o e
i""' cong, amnd we ean never thank Vale- nnn‘ohﬁgai'elln:t?t?go ?L?'ornfg:ghv:;
Lrig .lh.. ?Jilh:}n l-nn'ul_u_I} .‘_""‘ thinking rral‘”it:l £ho held in Heés nrmil
P1owadtad el |I:n very nst minute of the j Srperi el “I have six little girlsa and two 1lit-
fdny, Auzust 23, s0 that the contribn- | S tle hoys" sald Mlss Smith. *I named
I'tions =ent In time might he published, | e I all of mine after T. D. C. C. members."”
and 1 only hepe the page will hnl:lg “T didn't. I named minc after au- . dean g
them all Now, each one of vou take thors and actors.” ‘G ’
| £ = 4 . -4 h . -
i1 ize and read all of the stories and By this tlme the two young ladles SRR AN SO ST -
travin, by James Welford Barker, _I pociag and puzzles, amil jook at the h-“l'l'[ settled themselves c:.n the sofa. Mother's Trensures.
o ! = ldrawings and then write me, honestly, | Hero are my chlldren,” announced Drawn by Rufus Henry Savage. Jr.
your opinion of w h is the beat. In the hostess, "!"hl.a. 18 Alvin Hnttorr
that wav woe will deeide on the prize- | and this is Curtls IElder. | Here's Dor-
{ winper, 1t is your page and your con- | othy Smith, the big pretty one: sho is
| test amd  the hers  will deeide | my bhest doll, Here's Susie Varro and
b St el e Bertha Langley. This voung lady doll
jruneseawnLic IS oo st 3 I I is Ilarry Chadwick, and here's Willle
Your editor != -:.Hnu_on I|-:.r \:\r".ltln!! and Rose Chadwieck and Jean Dovla.
[ for two weel so Lhis js Ygood-bya™ | Jeanie Is Hitle and Aoesn't do much,
!'.:‘.Hll then 1 will award the prizes for ! but 1 llke the name.'
ithe m!,"‘r h""'“'_" R “'f'.' ,,‘_\ e l r"“;rf: “Yos, they're nlee names” agreed
:I'rm-: Lthe mnuut‘._ 5 \\'-,:‘ :‘r 1 nm going Mra. Brown. “Now, here's Jackie
| to spend my holiday. Take eare of tho Warner and Grayele Sentt. And here's
page, chilldren, until 1 come back. i Ralph Henry Barbour and Louisa May
YOUR EDITOR. | Aleott, Joel Chandler Iarrls, Frances
e SN Hodgson Rurnett and Marion Har-
MOTHERS OI' GRRIZAT MEN, Innd. T've got a new one at home
un named Brent Witt."”
A mother has more influence over her | After the “children” were Introduc- ‘ .
: PR : e ed. the little mothers found it hard
l ehfldren than any one else. 1t is she work to make all of them talk At
! 4 - ey .t Y I 13 1 . 13 8 al .
;\\.l.n Fc _--Iu ﬂ.rm‘_t:.u.:t: r A_|_1d fumz: her | Inst Mrs. Smith gave up In despalr.
| We recelve our first lmpressions. Somae | “I'm molng to pretend that every
Iv.’ our noblest patriots, some of our | one of mine dropped dead except Dor-
hest =cholars, amd many of our most | othy."
secrated  minlsters owe to thelr ! "So oam 1" agreed Mrs. Brown, “and
11 the food that they have ae-| 7 T.ouisa is the only one that's alive.'
| ecomplished for the world, l Eagerly the young ladies began to
|  Abraham Lincoln sald: “All that T am | tn!.k' :
lor hope to be 1 owe to my mother. | “'Iigl ‘l‘ntr!tTun‘nn“‘:‘:Iﬂ”!n:::ht'\ms ernine
[ RE ST p . 1 she P ava | . K ¥ .
‘“ BaLi3 noble woman: she must 1”\0' “And I went out In an automonile .
ween. > al yestarday.,” replied Dorothy, Louea, 1
Dirnvwn by I nins Wizhe. | Benjamin Franklin always referre outdone, changed the subject.
e S AR A —_———— to hils mother'In the terms of l:-qurr_?ﬁtl “I think I'm awful pretty.”
| nffection. e frequently sent her gifts “So do 1" replied Darothy; “but I'm
{to eomifort her as she grew old. I prettier than yvou are!™
\ Henry Clav, beloved so much by his | "’u'm:'rnﬂ not!"
| eountry, always =poke of his mother as | SEam!
|2 model of womanheood. Among his nw:[;hfrll:un quarrel ensuerd hetwean the
| Inst waords when he neared deiath were, | LIANIRYE B o
| “Mether, mother, mother.” | ““Puélnimlﬁl her be so eross” implored
i Our great George Washington OW eS| “Yonrs is just as cross,’ rotorted
much of his success to his mother, for, Mrs, Brown.
unpon her fell the burden of rearing her “She's not!™ :
ehildren nlone, her hushand having died “She's just as cross, T say!" i
hen Georse was still very voung, | “She's not!™ |
H an opportunity n mother has, | *She |5 so!" |
:T‘n her !s glven the priviiege to direet ! Whercupnn \Trq Smith slapped Mra. }
| ¥ouneg foontsteps inte the right or the r::‘f“;i?' with: "“Take that, you cross-
! wrong path, as her influence must be L ; 3
| eithier for good ar for bad. The hest | 'I;h"" Mrs. Tirln‘l‘il:l.f‘lrifa i of “"E"‘
iing that ean be =nid of any woman Ansoramper, Sdic Aoy ISR IR DS S
| e bhe : At e AT diztributed freely upon the hot faces.
| b ”l"” HAS e p”":‘ ""';'Ih‘“’ ';1'1!41 ]"‘1‘" Finally Mrs. Brown tore off her hat,
3 I ehll o1 r 0 ef er hlesaed apae .
Iirawvwn by Yinry Sue Tucker. ehlidren will rise MR @RI i b eryving:
prat i s et Rl o nal, ) MARY HARDIN, “There, take your old mother's hat!”
i = At that, with a torrent of hot worda,
Drawn by ose Sefn, Mrs. Smith planted a stinging blow
o e on Mra. Brown's cheek, hol
When the world'll a-po-longer know - o s Sies Mrs. Brown tugged at the pin hold-
SR OW I LEARNED TO APPRECIATE MOTHER AND SOY. MOTIIER. tn= up her ekirt, improvisea with a
.:\nrl‘t‘nl- dark'ning shadoavs all: ; MY MOTHER. e : towel, o o -
i 4 H b : e o vi o sonre ol sHon h "he Ty . » wpenlt T Lrh y
When the unkind way wanders hefore! “0Oh, my child, will y¥ou never learn | .‘.L":r‘k LR OO FIT ARG nenever (ans :nr E0E "‘:_,"_’ 'n:" ? "?:rﬁne\n!:rnr?t:ﬂ‘ toyeel
o Vo appreciate Your mother | started to school.  His dear mother | Mother fothink of au dear. gray- | it 10 '
And hepe ecdmes not at all; 1" Fhe yvounw man at the window flushed 190k him the first day.  1ie ! 2 hinbred, sweet-faced old lady Atanning i iy 1;115
Then return heme to mother [=lichitly He ftelt as if some eoll fn- teacher's pet. She zave is pictured in my mind as a hq:\utnul: ..'q]l'l 1
The hest friend a fellow over had !u' !T \I..N.p }“”lI‘“';g ik 1 NI | Christmas present, Guess what it wits | voung ladv.,  These two are rt!‘wHI“i --.]::Bt
LEilees i i ’ bl he, who hind yvielde o his th=| 1 he acher onyve ittle ox- TS e Ll d
And tetl ! vour trouhle, Ie wiklies, go .'i.l-’ul“lh'll !l'.'lf-lnll I‘:l:l'\\[!\‘:ll'::o | !h'”. et en e & SR 1”“1. 'I\ igyeduavanvnere, - " hath eared ! Whereupon Mrs. Brown gnthered
For she'll help, and plad! [pain in the Joved volee e Kknew sotPTUR o O, how fine.  dackal  “Mother™ and “Mamma" both earved |, childyen together and made a
well nearly turned him from his pure- | 10¢le gave him a hicyoele for us when we were luthies, When | tenrfal exit.
"Tis when other friands would fast|pose, but only for a moment: then he | Mi#E present, ‘._mf eant' only todeling erentures :uhr'lr~-:,-mpn!ln‘..'.:-l'lI VALERIE MANNING de MILHAM.
forgel vou turned and sadd: 15 mother wave him. A with us in all our tiny grievances In (Age, 10),
And surely send ¥ou on yeur way “Mother, it Is not the question of t was the best of the school diave she helps us with our
5 Sl A * y - recintineg vo .. & LOW v «ai i 5 Ly £ N afar SGn 2 P ; art ae:
That vour mother wouldn't let vou, Ill\'. ”r .‘-'l",“ _111 _nm\“ Y« i‘. w _\lt " & .1:..[ little Jack, smiling nodelhsht | HONE, n :.ujl uh_- S5 our p,_nt__ {FLEY MY MOTHER. -
Pt NRg v on pamalang et A bl e hot LS 21 § ULE Jack soon ls grow ind he hecomes others, hecause the is our “motl L b
I'ru.-!‘ ) 5 "ruI 1tr--:l e ..\-‘1‘; 1y &“l-l'}"l.\]ctl NI .f.:..'I:ilil: l?-u-r:::;\tc?::b\: i t;‘i"”l'f\l.r :::hl (A sallor boy. He ecomes home every | buy hy day as we grow older she 4 * %av now, 1 want to know
3 =he's Lhe ie rou'y » . i e : yvEelr. “ ST < e, L 2 b 2 4 St "1y o i ey el .
With the alwnys open arms, [sad walked away, it the pain on his | ¥Y#aF to see his mot! . And w fat ajpug gooll indvyice. }\ hen we e sick ‘l' If any one can guess
Muthee's Chalr. And a heart tull of kindness jfenr mother's face eemed to haunt | 87ecting.  Jack dees his best in the | is ‘meother’ who takes o Ob U, SHe 1 swho jt1s In all this world
Drasin by lrene Clay. And a word that forever calms | it as he went. navy, and is soon promoted, His dear | it I who watehes by our  hedside That I am loving best.
- - .- - —_— i 5 ¥ i . il *lllilﬂ for the best, my =on,” was all | mother reads the lettor with tears in | throuzh all the long weary hours of The one who wakes me up at dawn
“ b she s=uld; but the thought, can 1 stand her eves, My der boy, my dear boy, | the nlzht, hreathing pravers for our With the sweetest, =oftest klss
For the world's lure is a hidden false- the l|€‘(-:l\||r|l1 “.“jlh. that }l“.\' son hus | ol he \\'ill; Fou e £ .'qnh‘k recovery, \When we go off to!And tucks me down at night so warm
ness, turned from me, it seemed always with e e : T | Hepoiiiug akawho . male . Aty For the land of dreamland’'s bliss.
And her beauty in truth, a sad areny, 'her, \1\'1:”. she had done all she could: "n'];:;:“ 1it g:.r;'?“:h?_l‘ n'I.\ I ;-h:;u‘lri“. [.‘I:,I I: | 'hr:]],h I‘-‘p‘?”;g ;1},'}‘1|1‘.‘:w-.1::::kf.i n::lq T‘;:-::-i- {
(1 rary 0 he had ¢! en 1o o West 10 line his|f feer Mh re £. 1i= mothe @i e, : ave ) 1
g 1;{.;‘:.2?.:” FTISHOS ibULiworth tha 1:m:1-;-_-u~'- with gold. She had tried to|ls tuken sick. He comes home to find | home it is “mother” whose ryes sparkle | AnI": :‘]‘;f::n‘:h:; C}ﬂ:n—:jpn:‘mght}.
H inz, : iy A y 5 . ’ v | s : " ey 5 = Ars a5 & ¢ “son® or “dansh- _ 1 { -
And others kept while vou may. l\l‘\‘ef"‘ Pnlu“oi\'l;:]‘r‘;{'ll-::.lt":'hxl;nl:\'“l Eh e r\lr]\l'E l'llll? ]};'rnnr':rm}'Q‘}lorl‘ij‘::\'rﬂ l!t h\tlrf: ;‘r 1|‘ 'h :«ﬂ::‘ l‘;‘( :'h:ialoet {n:'(‘ :'lcl: nlh‘ﬂlmrt ‘Dr when 1 stump my llttle toes,
I e o R R L L ekl i o i e enn. | iShe it vos iy " ive he 1 nro s\ 8 1 Fedpe ;
Pt 'i‘.r,_lflr,:r;:h‘t..h'm'm" hangland /&5 as l'iif‘tl l_lltl"l d went W est, and the | raer.  pPBut thepn she etz siek againg | In all our after yeurs "mother” [.,‘?E‘:"T‘}:H'mu?’: ”:;;g'd ‘:ll;,dmtrrur:e
I G R R 1 : nisugie e mest hing he isitwenty= bveps oo i gae sl s she Jdies.  Her who shares cur jors and sorrows. | with' ever a sunny smila
And n love far unlike any other, five, but looks n mun of forty, shabby ! t ot o r o i SRS " i 1 kS a1 0 i r B FI TR
Will the world ever see, nor a fondness ! and with Just enouszh money for e " ying words were: “God hless you, mj ldrén who are fortunate enough | My friend is always ready,
e fare, and with that fare he is goine | Son. dnck resigns from the navy on ave mothers should love, ohey and My lonely hours to begulle.
AllKe that of your mother home. - How many  times he  had | Aceount of his mother's death, He he- | resnoct them always, My own mother |
TS Offzinaly dreamed ho was there; had - his | comes a great poet, | thied when T was quite smalil. { Now TI1 tell you who it 1a—
t ”F\ill\'p‘"' HATTORF, mother assing, woull, he ‘ever learn: to He loves to write ahout his dear | (Original) The best of any other—
AR Tt tppreciate  Her. IC “was always Hike | maiher whnm he loved so much, and | VIRGINIA BESSONAGIL. The one I love with all my heart,
—_— s ] lsomething mocking him; it was B = e iaE s And it's my darling mother,
MOTHERS AN ALWAYS READY ToO [ ways with him, those four long years, | 'S S50 (Orig! ‘ She has the sweetest, dearest face,
JELI. but now he was zoing home. ( .|_r:.n:\1__7 . 2 MOTHER'S DEST FRIEND. With eves so soft and blue,
R = “1 have jearned to appreclate my WILLSON I. ARURT. [ And when she looks at me it seems
A mother is always willing tn help {PTE";"“,&T‘ l?;i_.r_’.”,,t‘}-“' It has heen one I'p in the lnft there sat £he knows the naughty things I an.
nnd comfort you, no matter how fari> MALLTORIE HOLMES WILLIAMS | MILDIRED AND HER MOTAER. ‘ A beanutiful green chalr,
away or how near she lz 1o von For | : s ) Fratd | AT 4 11_ = - Il\ml in it mo=L alwavs there wans At ‘nl:rhl‘ she tells ;'rwf nlto:rll?s
. ; ut fNve yenrs aeo mother s . et S = | 1 of Mildred's life she had some!l™ o matden with zol len hadr, Abhout many wonderfu 1ngs—
: w .-y-‘:.l‘.;: \»_::,“ ""\ ,I:h ,IL.‘ {0 I‘lt_ | IS HIS MOTHER'S SMILE, tone 1o walt upon her, and she had ver ! A= 255 s About the flying horse or hoat
' cnahe dltte villnse of Che e | 1. to lnarn how 10 wait upon lherself. £he spent many of her svenings thoere: ln'. fairies with s=11\'rl~r wings.
° Fec i y x : < | Her maother put nn her shoes,  hep| 5 23 s I love my angel mother,
st 3 It came time Tor e to go baek {What is it that helps a fellow on his g2 and had to curl her hair at lonst Surely she did not forget And she loves her little haoy;
l'/,,”! Phevgyqnepntt to school, and mother v ed 1o stay | Wiy, 1 2 Ay A P To take ler haby with dark halr, PP Io try to. please her
' W g t in the Lrolling sur imes lny. IL was ne sl : f ' So I'm ry toog
a Mtle while lonzer, =0 papa came | When 5 :1”'_.4 n out in the broiling & YMinkk, for sho kept one on the trot! The mother's best friend, : And he my mother's joy.
up and teok me home, 1 was nine SRR f1o morn till night. She did not | MELVIN ELLIS. (Original.)
11 fay L | fun of a good old rom norn 1iEht, =h 10 rig . 3 ] L
¥ears old then, Out 1.3:'1:1':1|)].“ aa ) think that her mother had a thing MARY ELLA HOWARD, Dra |.“u:|':l:-r;r:tﬂ\\'nsener
| 1 don’t remember muech ahout the Getting all sunscorched on the home-|lo do but walt on her. Dut one day MY MOTHEI hop e A B 2
fre but after I had been home about ward tramp? ) . her mother was taken sick and .-nnhli IN THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW.
|twa or three divs [ zon awfully sick “I'is his mother's smile. I!;"t do anvthing at :i\H for Mildred.! T think a mother “i_q the best friend
Iwith an attack of appendleit's. Of she was in great pnin most of fanyhody ¢an have, lova to sit by my g awe 1 f
I dldn't knupw i l| l:---! it until | 1 time, and had to Me in bhed and her and watch her tender blue eyea ]\Z_\JL “",‘_sq ﬂllﬂ;&p T:ﬁl:“ﬁgl t':‘e"_':fn:d
f ho: dactor ame A1l then he  Yohat is it that helps a fellow nlong, | atill This tanght Mildred tao paza out of the window on the bean- ik L eI LAY Tatoed
B o sure that I bad qr 2fiWhen hes doven-und-out and his lnst junon herself. It was hard at first for tiful flowers.  Your mother is the hest | 50h2 of the old sarvant, who stoo |
wasn’t quite sure thut I had so | dime Eone? jher to do so, as she was not used to it, [ friend that you ever will find on earth, | broken hearted and weeping at the |
A teiegraphed to mother 1o eoma | What i% it thit Keeps him happy, and but she soon found that she coupldg  and I think that we gzirls and boys | bedside of her old “Mistis' The doc-
ng soon a8 possihla, s i he gny, ; . | wait upon hersclf. Mildred was eooag OUENRE £o be thankful for a mother, and | tor, standing at the window, hastily ®
ther  was  aaturally  seared  to | When alll ut l.nnn_r lhl:.:nge .nlrl _l_:lis Inst | to her another, and would take hep OUEWt to be sweet and kind and do all brushed his eoat sleeve across his |
: and in two hours' netice sho | r!.},l Illl‘-'.:r:ll‘:‘ili::"ll',‘i\l'. 5“"1‘1‘1‘!"‘.!‘ the nice broths the cook made, and i‘“;"r '-f:ll:‘ rf:_ 1"(::"’ Itgil:rt:ni ]tinu‘; l\;fnl‘imi? eves and then looked down, as though
Mother's Mef. her trunk pucked and was start- | - E ; . when her mother sald te her w "\'r “;\"I’r'c_ll' hard that we will seon |ashamed of his weakness.
DInws; byt Ny Eay. up .-{m Hosninoud: Y | 11 tm,'”:. ingha et “'l.‘lesa Tl b"“."” learn how to control our tem er. This On the hed lay a sweet-faced old
il : e After all that trouble and worry [ What is it that o s a fellow grin, heart! I knew it was in you! ,\_IJ::!,{ what I think we ought to &0 for our |lady—a lovely rose fast fading away,
mother reached home, and thers wasn't | When manhood come and boyhood | fred then sald that she would “"j']- rmother: Death was fast drawing his dark robes
a thing the matier with me, pranks nn rrel 2 less of herself and  care  maore for| g

Firmarn by WL 13,
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ibhelz New Love.
Pyravin by Mahel Mites.
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Drisyn by Clyde ‘lipton,

Not long after that 1 did have .'\p-.r
pendicitis surs cnough, and hefore 11

Knew 1t almost, they hed me off
to the hospital and my appendlx wrmf
taken one,

And the whols time T was at t.hu[
hoaspltal mother never missed a day in
coming to see ¢ and although this |
story s Juet 5 ; ta he abhout !
‘Mother,” papa wl a ll:l_‘-':

¥ N
we see hy this that odr mothers |
are nlways rendy to comfort and help !
s, and 8o eught we to Jdo all we ean |
for them. )
DDROTHY 8 RINGHAM, }
MOTHEIU'S CHOICE,

Mother had worn & ecareworn and |
worrled expression * tha last week
Pnj iray called the three amall G
1o 1.n 1 SChitdren, mother b
Yowrd frel S wiek Now (o
YR hduy. The child |
thnt helps he lviizses her most |

receive a0 nlee present. Harey |
Ol Fonedidn’'t half try 1 kEnow |
Leet 10" BElen suld: “Oh, no you |
rts ‘selr” |
t, bright anad
wnre at the |
e came In |
here ias a
nts: but |
el i |
Iurry, “here's |
all bhut §1 of alt |
i Jew n .'n-lfri

't eame in

t hah ne

them ap oy they should be bhrought up.
Ditving the week she sews for them
atd looks after them to see that they
Pdo what i rleht, At night she kneels
with them while they say their prayers.

It was
candy,
N iia
Vet muach b
it her w
RO

ALA

Morenea,
X the swoertoct thing  <ha
Kis A dnrlinge
“ Y |
“hye 4 11
L PR !
eoefirilon tn ane to Tk, tinat lier
f > i) (AT dollivihy |
i 1 Loy ke e, {
o e her nned |
W AANE
. i Sunday §
T I aithe 0
ey RATRTY
L] LUH L S
& hi i e 0otrodnend
tl A thee st thines in
‘ &0 1 not sulk and
aris when oar mothers 101]
o thing thitl dnes pot sult |
L. Al be pad, for lnok what |
i I nay L g |
7 n

L}
L BHETRERD:

1
What is it that helps him along the
serious piaths af life,

Over husiness (roubles and Theart-
rendering strife?
"Tis hisz mother's smile.
(Oviginnls

11
NELL PANTON WALKER,
MY MOTH

Mother is a precious
“ent from God;
Makes home brighter,
Friends dearer;

And draws us nearer to heaven.

Mother tells us stories
Of the alden titnes,

When she was a Hitle girl
About my size.

Mother tueks us In our heds,
Tells us our little prayers

Anid hisses us good-night

What would home be without her,

Mother Is the dearest {riend on enrth
tor UK,

She kunws best in everything;

And tel's us what we

frmight 1o do for our Eood.
Echinoltime is almost here.

O, what a cond lunech

=he will fix for us,

With everyithing good to enat
MARIA BEAZLEY.

Mnother is the sweotest person on
firth.  Mother loves her children: sha
wives up all pleasiures in arder to bring

and then turkes th In bed, On Sunday

shae takeg thom o Sy v school and

whon they prow olider she tnkes them

to church and they soon join, and she
alpe them to Kacp the rules of the
nral

When chilidren have little trouhles,

L thines to worry them, they go to
wither, and =he soon has things rvizht
with emon in,
I tha ehi noaet hurt mother runs
(to them, takies them In her dap and
| #a0t steps the prin She sava ppentle

o thein and soon they stop ery-
bree I thex ante running aronnd and
Engrhiine as joxful as over. Maother con

v ston her childreren's griel,  Yhe
love in many Afferent wayvs
thother f8 the sweetest person

Compnsed hy
MAMIE JACKSON,

MY
trnve an good mother;
better thnn any other.
of me she taken the hest cares,
Piresess me well and curls my halr.

Original))
Lk MARY E. WARFIELD.

Shn

others, and she would make good use
of both her hands and fe

et.
ERMINE SYDNOR.

A MOTHER TRIBUTE.

We should help her all we can.

i 2. Be sweet and kind to her.

! I we don't be good to our mother
jwe will regret it some day when , we

tpet older
Composed by ANNIE LOTH.

My mother is about the sweetest | NOTHER.
mother in the world, and I hope that There was once a happy family of a
every other little girl thinks her father and mother and two little hoys.
tmother 15 too. I While the boys were quite young
She sews so pretty, and she makes | ot father dicd ana they had to work
RYGH bheatitL it tla idressen dtoriane; il s w I Ving, but fnematimey pov-
My rriend's mother is sick, and my

mother makes her pretiy dresses, Loo,
My mother ralses such beautiful chick-
ens, Khe is learnlng me how to ralse
fine chickens, too. 1 have ahout twenty-
filve little anes.

MARGARET ELLEN MOINDEXTER.

MOTHIER.
Mother works for you, looks aflter
|,1'm|. loves you, forgives you anything

iearth,
land comes in yvour

|

you may do, understands you.
loves you hetter

Mother

than
kisser you good-night,
room the first thing
in the morning 10 sce that you are woll.

When you are sick mother stays by

your hedsida till you are well. Mother

i the best friend you have eot.
(urigi

SAMMONS.

A MOTHER THOUGHT,

Mother loves flowers, birds and ani-
mals, bul she loves me bhest of all,

WISTAR WALKS,

Mothéer |
anything on |

¥ draw peop!s more closely tozether,
48 in this instance, for there was never
a more loving mother and more deveted
children.

The mother sewed day after day for
A s=ipport, and the bovs were =een ench
tay selllng The Times-Dispateh. Fach
nicht she was more proud of her dear
Httle hovs.

In vears afterwards the gray-headad
{mothar was comfarted and
#f by her sons, whn were good busi-
nesy meen and maling a handsome liv-

SUSIE ROURDON.
Mother.
1t 1s a wonderful thing, a mother!
Other folks ean love you, hut only

yvour mother understands,  She works
for vou, loves you, forgives you any-
thing vou may do, understands you:
and then the only thing sad she ever
does to you is to die and leave vou.
WINKLE PETTY.
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Drawn hy Wray Barker,
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away to heaven, The old servant
tenderly crossed her arms, and after
|n last look at the sweet smile, which

ER DOES FOR ME,
Wess aofr em. Ocoks rof Em. Demns
| fro Em. Ehips em. Rowrles ofr em,

araut her—to ecarry her to the land of
eternal peace—to the DMaster, whom
sha had so faithfully served.

Suddenly the door opened and a
young man entered softly. iHis face
showed great worry, and the blue

rings around his eyves showed lack of

sleep.  Silently he walked over to the
hed and, leaning over, kissed the
wrinkled forehead. She opened her
eves, filled with tenderness and love,
and a radiant smile overspread her
face: *“My boy, my boy,"” she softly
gaid. "1 knew you'sdl come In time to

see me hefore 1 left,
I go in peace."”
Saying this, ehe slowly
into the young man's arms. Her eyea
closed, her arms relaxed. The bonda
which held her to the stake of mor-
tality had been severed hy the mighty
sword of death, and her soul was borne

Now all is well;

sank back

=till rested upon her face, sllently left
the room.

The man sat by the bed far into the
night; his faee bhuried In his hands,
He had lost the hest friend mortal man
over has, one who loved him, cared
for him, and whn would have given
her life for him. His mother was
dead.

NORMAN J. WAUGH.

A MOTHER.

A mother {8 the best friend children

have. She takes care of them when
they ean notl take care of themselves.
She wateches over and teaches them to

grow up and he good men and women.
She loves them and sends them to
schonl and makes many’ snerifices for
them. All mothers want their children
In he smart and gonod. She will nurse
them when they are sick, and sit up
at night, and wait on them. I feal very
sorry for children who haven't any
mother. I have n dear, sweet mother,
and 1 do not know what T would dn
without her. Bvery time I get a prize
she is as glad as 1 am.
ELSIE RUDD,

JUMBLED NAMES OF THINGS :‘IGTII—

hesides lots of other things,
Written by

MARJORY MeMANAWAY,

A CHARADE,

first Is in Mat and net in rat.
second is in oat and not in eat.
third Ia In tan and not In can.
fourth is in hat and neot In eat,
My fifth is In end and not In and,
My sixth is In hen and not In pen,
Composed hy

My
My
My
My

CORDIE LEE W. MONCURE.

Mother's Love.
Drawn by Augusta Carroll,

Arother Helping Mother Dry the Dishes,
Drawn hy Cecella M, Sineclair.
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